
The troublefome Tjugne 

So heau’ns croffe them with a thriftleffe courfe. 

Is all the bloud y fpilt on either part, 

Clofing the cranies of the thirfty earth, 

Growne to a lone-game and a Bridall feafl? 

And mnft thy birthright bid the wedding banes? 

Poore helplefle boy,hopelefle and helplefle too. 

To whom misfortune feemes no yoake at all. 

Thy flay, thy date, thy imminent mifliaps 
Woundeth dry mothers thoughts with feeling care 
Why lookft thou pale, the colour flies thy face : ‘ 

I trouble now the fountaine ofthy youth. 

And make it muddie with my doles difcourfe, ... 

'Goe in with me,replie not louely boy. 

We inuft obfcure this moane with melodie, 

Leaft worfer wrack enfue our male- content. Exmi,% 

Enter the King of England, the King of France, Arthur 
Rafiard, Lewis-, Lymoges , fin fiance, r Blanch,fiattilm 
Vtmbrooke- , Salisbury, and Elinor. , 

Iohu, This is the day, the long-defired day, 

Wherein the Realties of England and of France 
Stand highly bkfled iiVarkfting peace. 

Thrice happy is the Bridegroome and the Bride, 

From whofe fwcet Bridall fuch a concord fprings, 

T o make of mortal! foes immortallfriends. 

Co»f, Vngodly peace made by anothers warre. 

^ Phil . Vnhappy peace, that ties thee from reue'nge, 
Rouze thee Plar.taginet, liue not to fee 
The butcher of the great Plantaginet. 

Kings. Princes and yee Peeresot either Realms, 

Pardon my rafhftefle,' andforgiue the zeale 
That carries me in fury to a deede 
Of high defert, of honour and ofarmes. 

A boone ( O Kings) a boone doth r Philip begge 
Proflrate vponhis knee; which knee fliallcleaue 
Vnto the fuperffefes of the earth, 

1 ill France and England grant this glorious boone* ' 

IM 


of K^g lohn, 

Tthit Speake Philip, England grants thee thy requeft. 

Phil, And France confirmes what ere is in his power. 

Bai Then Duke fit faft,I lcucll at thy head, - 
Too bafe a ranfome for my fathers life, 
irinces, I craue the combate with the Duke 
That braues it in difhonour of my fire. 
v 0 ur wordsare paft, nor can you now reuerfe 
The Princely promife that reuiues my foule. 

Whereat me thinkes I fee his finewes fluke: 

This is the boone (dread Lords) which granted once, , 

Or life or death arepleafant to my foule ; 

Since Ifhall liue and dye in 'Richards right. 

Lym. Bafe baflard, misbegotten of a King, 

To interrupt thefe holy nuptiall rites 

With brawles and tumults to a Dukes difgracej 

Let itfuffice,Ifcorne to ioyne in fight, 

With one fofarre vnequall to my felfe. 

Baft. A fine excufe, Kings if you will be Kings, 

Then keepe your words, and let vs combate it. 

lohn. Philip wee cannot force the Duke to fight, 
B’ringafubieft vnto neither Realme: 

But tell me Auflria, if an Englifh Duke, 

Should dare thee thus,wouldft thou accept the challenge? ; 

Ljm, Elfe let the world account the Auftrich Duke 
The greateft coward liuing on the earth. 

lohn. Then cheere thee Philip , lohn will keep his word 3 
Kneele downe,in fight of Philip Kins of France, 

And all thefe Princely Lords aflembled heere, 

I gird thee with the (word of Normandie, 

And ofthat Land I doe inueft thee Dukes 
Sofhaltthoube inliuing and in land 
Nothing inferior vnto Auftria. 

Lym. K. lohn, I tell thee flatly to thy face, 

Thou wrongft mine honour : and that thou mayft fee 
How much I fcorne thy new made Duke and thee, 

1 flatly fay, I will not be compeld: 

And fo farewell fir Duke of low degree. 
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